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It was a bit like being with Alice Cooper again. 


At least, that was what Reb Beach told himself to ease his nerves while he first settled into his place in 
Whitesnake. 


In some ways, it was. He was once again joining a lineup that had revolved frequently throughout the majority 


of the respective band's history -and would likely continue to, in a band that had a constant, definite frontman, 
Like they were all on a ship, and David was the captain who's orders went above all others. At least half the 
audience probably only knew who David was, of everyone present. The latter phenomenon was probably greater 


for Alice, but the effect was close enough. 


There was less pressure with being in an up front position and widely known as a member, as it had been in 
Dokken. There was more pressure with being a much larger act, and even more in that respect without having 
the horror themed background to disappear into as he had with Alice. 


Perhaps the pressure balanced out in Whitesnake, as far as live shows went. 


David had an overbearing persona that had been a bit intimidating at first. However, it hadn't been long for 
Reb to see that just as Kip wasn't the stuck-up music prodigy he'd first seemed to be, coincidentally enough, 
David wasn't the self absorbed frontman he could seem to be in his public acts. And beneath the persona, 
much like Alice, he was generally nothing but sweet, and wanted nothing but happiness for everyone under his 
watch. 


David had his no-fighting rules, much as Alice had his. It wasn't that there was never a disagreement or 
argument to be expected on the road, but both had key things they set a hard line on For Alice, the biggest 
was slamming doors. He strongly believed for reasons Reb could agree with that no problem ever got solved 
when communication shut down. And as much as Reb hated to hear yelling back and forth, he'd seen firsthand 
in Dokken just why Alice had said over and over that he would rather hear them yell all day than hear the 


second-long slam of a door. 


The hard line David set was more straight-forward, and only half seemed strange at first glance. On his 
entrance, Reb was warned in his contract that any physical attack on another bandmate, or vengeful pranks 
that were capable of causing serious harm would get him gone in an instant. He was instead advised to work 
out disagreements verbally -as Alice had suggested, too -and for everyone involved not to hesitate on seeking 
David out for help coming to an agreement. Perhaps a sign that David wouldn't Tolerate an extended yelling 


match quite as long as Alice might. 


Reb was pretty sure at least some of that hard line came from way back in David's early time with Deep 
Purple, when he was still with Ritchie Blackmore. Regardless, he didn't need to see firsthand to feel grateful for 
that rule. 


He'd seen it firsthand, when the others openly discussed with David whether or not to accept him into the 
band over the last other contending guitarist the decision had come down to. It had given Reb some concern, 
hearing Doug Aldrich outright raise an argument for wanting the other. But he'd heard them work it out, and 
he'd heard how they came to the conclusion he was a better fit. His ability to sing worked in his favor, and 
even Doug had admitted that was important if they wanted to get a good live replication of all the backing 
vocals on the peak hit songs. 


David was still considering options for bassists when Reb officially joined his lineup, and he made an offer if Kip 


Winger wanted to join, stating how he realized Reb and Kip had quite a bit of chemistry with each other, and 
would be happy to allow them the chance to perform with each other if they wanted to sooner than they 
might be able to otherwise. 


Reb would have wondered if it came from a place of pity with most others. However, knowing enough about 
the history of Deep Purple and where David had been in it, he was able to ascertain that it was more the 
result of empathy, from having been there some long time ago. And at least, Reb suspected at least most of 
the sentiment behind it was giving them an opportunity to easily be together again At least 


He appreciated it. Even though Kip kindly declined, just as he suspected Kip would After plenty of time with no 
contact, and barely having worked themselves back to a comfortable frequency of contact, he truly 


appreciated it. 


It just wasn't right. Kip was a frontman and leader of his own, both in and beyond rock music, and he didn't 
belong in Whitesnake. Their time would come when they were ready to restart Winger, and Reb was much 
more certain now he could stand to wait however long that might be. 


He didn't have Paul with him. That was perhaps the biggest difference from Reb's own time being with Alice. 
But he hadn't had Paul with him in Dokken either, and while David was almost the polar opposite of Don by 
personality, he'd managed to feel safe with Jeff faster than he could have possibly asked for at that time. 
Though he still carried scars, Reb was in a far more stable state of mind, and he suspected he'd eventually 
find someone he'd be particularly close with in Whitesnake. 


Marco Mendoza -the bassist David finally did select -took to him almost immediately, despite being a much 
more laid-back, if still-outgoing personality, than he'd become accustomed to with Jeff. Nevertheless, Reb 
spent a lot of time with Marco while they both got their footing in their roles toward the newly-formed lineup 
of Whitesnake, and learned the strange oddities unique to it that varied from band to band. 

The first conversation, however, did leave Reb feeling slightly bewildered. 

It was in rehearsal, the day after Marco officially joined, and David wanted everyone to have a chance to start 
working together while he worked through the final steps of hiring Timothy Drury to the keyboards. Reb had 
walked in for the day while Marco was setting his amp up. 

"Hey Reb, what's up?" Marco gave a slow wave with one hand, while adjusting controls with the other. 

"Hey," Reb replied shyly, going to work on setting up his own gear. "Made the final selection? Congrats." 

"Yeah, man, I'm pretty pumped. Looked like it was tough competition" 

"I know the feeling.” Reb paused to subconsciously grumble something to the effect of ‘stop-we're-not-playing- 


that-game' at a wall socket that spit a blue spark at him when he tried to plug in his practice amp, and 
hesitated on fully pushing the prongs in while distracted by conversation. "Choosing a bass player took even 


longer -and | thought /had a reason to be nervous." 


"Less competition, at least." Marco smiled regretfully. "Hey, it's not like I'll apologize for making it in, but | 
understand David had an offer for your partner to come join, and | hope you're not too disappointed about him 


not being here." 


Reb did a double-take -and yanked the cord he was still holding when he flinched, causing the outlet to trip 
altogether, so that his amp wouldn't turn on. He unplugged it, hit the reset button, and replaced the cord in 
the other available socket, shooting the inanimate object a frustrated glare before turning back to Marco. 


Partner? As in musical partner, or.? What does he mean exactly by that..? 


"You don't have to worry about that at all. Seriously," he assured. "Don't get me wrong, it'd be cool to play 
together again, but it's not where he wants to be. And he's got his classical stuff he's doing well with now, so 
he has his place." 


‘Okay, got it -just wanted to make sure everything's clear on that. Cool, man" Marco gave a thumbs up. "I 
hope you all get a chance to work together again, soon, though -l'd bet it's been too long." 


"We're working on making it happen eventually. Kip probably more than me," Reb admitted, looking somewhat 
abashed. Kip was always better at organizing everything. "Until then, | guess I'll see how this goes." 


At that point, all conversation turned toward figuring out how to do the songs David had for potential set-lists 
justice. Almost enough to make Reb forget the questionable term Marco had described Kip by. 


Almost. 


Doug was the first to be deeply conversational with Reb, beyond work-related talk and introduction. It seemed 
something bound to happen, as they ended up spending the most time together, between both playing guitar, 
and having to incorporate both parts together, though in his first couple of weeks in rehearsal, Reb lay low 
around Doug. While he knew he had a right to be in Whitesnake -he'd fairly earned his place with his abilities 
that went beyond just playing guitar -he still didn't know where Doug stood with him in giving up the other 
guitarist he'd been rooting for. 


It wasn't that he had anything against Doug personally. He just wanted to be certain Doug didn't have anything 


against him. 


"Do you talk to objects around you, when you get nervous?" Doug asked one day in rehearsal, after Reb was 
trying a different mix of effects to get the tone he wanted, and mumbled ‘maybe we can try this instead’ at 


his tone control panel. 


Reb froze for a second, then realizing what Doug had asked, and what he'd been doing, he nodded. He'd done it a 
lot while he was with Alice, and it wasn't until he'd moved onto Dokken and was doing better on the road that 


Paul stopped holding back on letting him know just how often he had. 


He nodded, trying to look Doug in the eyes, but occasionally breaking contact toward the floor, hoping he wasn't 


blushing. "Yeah, sometimes." 
Doug smiled ever so slightly. "I picked up on it" 


"| guess I'm trying to get this all right, as quickly as | can," Reb continued. "Sometimes it helps me remember 
what l'm trying to do, if I'm trying to switch up multiple effects at once, and remember what | want to add or 
take away. Sometimes it's just nerves, and dealing with it." 


"I think you're doing fine with it. | still have a few parts to figure out. And maybe I'm wrong, but if you heard 
me saying something about wanting someone else here, that's not anything you need to worry about. He's 
someone I've played with before, so there's some bias there that | can't really help, and I'm not the best at 
keeping my own opinion quiet sometimes," admitted Doug, "its not anything you did wrong or took wrong -it's 


me. 


Reb shook his hands in front of himself. "Hey, no hard feelings," he replied, though feeling somewhat relieved 
there were none toward himself either. Granted there didn't seem to be any potential conflict with Tommy 
Aldridge, or Timothy, Reb hoped that he was finally in good standing with everyone, as they were just two 
weeks out from hitting the road. "lve seen that before; I'm fine with it, as long as you're fine with everything.” 


If there's ever a real problem, I'll let you know, straight to the point and clear, and we'll figure it out," Doug 
promised. "But if we're gonna spend as much time working together as we will, | don't want you to be afraid of 


me for that. Give it a few more weeks, I'll probably be just as glad you're here." 


"Doug, l'm not afraid of you; | just don't want to upset you," said Reb honestly. And if he had been somewhat 
afraid of Doug in his few days of hanging back, it already felt silly. But this time had felt different than other 
times he'd definitely felt afraid of people in the new bands he joined, and he hoped it was an appropriate 


amount of caution. 


He and Doug made a lot of progress over the next few days. There were a few parts Reb figured out before 
Doug, and vice versa, and they were able to catch what the other didn't, teach each other, and split their 
roles in each song according to what they did best. 


"You pick a lot of the different chord inversions up quick, in the riffs," Doug complimented, a couple days later. 


"I can tell it's moved around in an unusual way, but it takes a lot more trial and error for me to find it" 
"| wouldn't remember the fancy names he had for them, but Kip helped a lot with recognizing those, when we'd 
write Together -not that that's over or anything, it's just been awhile, and so far, we've been more focused on 


just catching up on lost time." 


"Looks like you'd probably get right back into it as if you'd never been apart," Doug remarked. "Not too many 


guys could say that; that's pretty special." 


"Probably could, once we get the chance with Rod and John" Reb managed a small smile, thinking about it, and 
internally laughing at how they could, now that they were over just how long they'd been apart altogether. "We 
didn't end up pausing everything for the best reasons, but what we had while we had it was really special." 


Something Reb was taking more and more pride in, the longer since it had been, and since getting back in 
contact with Kip. What Winger had ended up on hiatus for was stupid, but they hadn't parted ways in bitter 
conflict, and they'd not only been family right up until the end, but they still were. And he was proud of it, 


because not many bands could say that. 


"Doesn't look like you've lost it.” Doug gestured to Reb and his guitar. "I'm hoping for nothing but happiness for 
you two when you guys do get to having more time together. It's great to hear you've stood the test of time 


and everything else." 


Reb smiled timidly again and looked back to his guitar, biting back a remark toward the fraying strap lock. This 
time had been a little less subtle -but he also wondered if Doug got the wrong idea by his own description. He 
and Kip weren't in a true relationship -Kip had been married, after all. Though a few of the support staff back 
in the day had once made a gag that Kip's late wife was practically marrying Reb too, with as close as the two 


were, they'd never truly considered themselves to be connected as such. 


Maybe time would clear up confusion. Doug seemed good natured enough, and there was no malice in his words, 
whether or not he was mistaken. While he seemed to be implying a relationship, he could have been referring 
to friendship, and being more exuberant than most would be -which didn't seem unlike Doug. Either way, Reb 
wasn't about to let another of his own misjudgments of Doug send him back into his shell over something 


trivial enough. 


It wasn't until they were on the road that Reb really got a chance to know Tommy Aldridge beyond the typical 
exchanges related to rehearsal, and preparing for touring. Even at that, it wasn't until a little over three weeks 


into the tour that they really had a chance to sit down and talk. 


Perhaps Tommy was a bit crazy, but Reb had to give him credit for his strength, biking part of their long 
trips between shows, and often covering over 50 miles if the distance during the day was that long. An 
especially rainy day, and traveling around mountains where any non-interstate route was too dangerous in wet 


conditions, kept Tommy on the bus -and around when Reb woke up much later than he did. 


It had taken awhile to really meet him, but just a few minutes in, Reb already loved Tommy, and hoped that if 


he was going to stick around in Whitesnake, that Tommy would too, at least for a good while to come. 


He was down to earth, and responsible enough to counter every stereotype of a rock drummer, and he seemed 
to make a point of getting to know everyone around him as well as they were comfortable with. During their 
long talk, Tommy and Reb shared their stories of the previous groups they'd been through, and how they got 
into them. Tommy also shared about his previous stint in Whitesnake. 


It's always a little different, at least, with different guys coming and going, and | saw a few changes in my last 
time," said Tommy. "And this is kind if a different world in itself these days, but there are parts of back then 
| at least try to stay similar to, and certain parts I'd hope | never have to see happen again. Which could go 


for any band, when you think about it” 
"Even if everyone does get along fine," Reb agreed. 


‘Ive seen both." Tommy shrugged, looking a bit resigned to it. "I'm told the worst of the conflict happened 


before | came in the first time.” 


"Sounds like when | got into Dokken," Reb admitted, feeling somewhat victorious that he could find it slightly 


funny, looking back. "Most of it was over, but there was a lot to clean up." 


"And you were part of it. Here, there's not any conflict this time -just starting new after a long break" 
Tommy shrugged. "It's kind of refreshing, just to see where it goes, without having to pick right back up where 
it was before. A lot less pressure -and | think its going pretty well." 


‘lm trying," said Reb, shrinking in on himself slightly. "I really am." 
"Don't worry -l'd dare to say you're a natural at it, as far as | see." 


Lost for words for a moment, Reb nodded a silent thanks, then, after thinking for a proper response that 
wouldn't seem too confident when he was still so new to everyone around him, he continued. 


"Well, | really hope so. Because | know it's going to happen with Winger someday. | don't know when, but we wil 
-and | hope we'll at least build something worthwhile back." 


"You never know -l'd say you have a pretty good chance. You all seemed to have level heads, as far as | know 
-| know Kip's great at what he does, and would have a solid plan you all could work with when the time comes," 


Tommy offered. "You've been back in contact with him, right?" 


"Yeah, now it's like nothing happened. Well, except we're not living near each other. We talk all the time like we 
used to, now. I've seen him a few times, too," said Reb. "And seeing him is starting to feel normal, like old times 


again. That's not to say the first couple of times were bad, either. They weren't” 
"Surreal, maybe?" 


"Not exactly, but that's probably as close as | could come up with," Reb admitted. "It was definitely real, and 
we both believed it was happening, even after a few hyper-realistic dreams | at least had. Those were all 
dramatic, and what we actually had was -at least | felt kind of numb. Like | was supposed to be there the 
whole time, and like we'd never been apart, but knew we had, and that we'd both had a whole bunch of stuff 


happen we didn't know about, and we had to figure out how to process that with seeing each other again" 


Tommy nodded. "You know, some say that's a sign of how you know something's supposed to be in your life for 


a lot longer to come. Not that | believe in every saying, but I'd believe you guys have good times again ahead." 
Reb smiled. "Thanks, Tommy. | think | believe it too, more every day" 
What he wasn't sure was if there also wasn't more implied by Tommy's words. 


"Though, thinking back to that time, when we saw each other after so long, | guess we didn't look the same 
either," he continued. "Amazing how much three years difference made. Of course, the era we'd last really 
seen each other in ended pretty sharply, and of all the differences, that matters the least. He's still Kip -Id 


know immediately even with all the changes, and as far as | could tell, he recognized me plenty well." 


"Y'know, | felt the same with a few friends, before and after that main 80s era" Tommy nodded. "I didn’t think 
about it as much as you probably did with that much time, but that really is something. How about the 


others?" 


"Yeah, I've seen Paul here and there. Not much difference while we were together with Alice, but he's calmed 
down a lot. Used to be the most playful of us, and now l'm not so sure. He still has his moments. Rod's written 
letters and sent pictures of some stuff going on with his teaching, and he hasn't had too many major changes. 
Other than his students turning his hair grey, as he likes to joke." Reb snorted. "H's not until he mentions it | 
really think about him being so much older than the rest of us." 


"Well, I'll be wishing you the best, whether you go with them full time, or stay around," Tommy promised. 


"I think | might be sticking around -I don't plan on leaving anytime soon, anyway." At least, so far, Reb hoped to 
stick around. "As far as Winger goes, | don't see us all getting together in awhile even if we are planning to. 
Kip's got other things he's doing, and has been doing while we were apart. Rod's teaching -he'll probably do 
better trying to ease back into things in the summer. Paul's got his TV stuff, and he'd only want to do a few 
shows here and there anyway, and | don't know how in the hell John's gonna find time between all the projects 
he's picked up. But knowing him, he will when everyone else can, and if he does, | don't have much excuse not 


finding time around our schedule." 


"IFs a lot to juggle, but if you love it, you wil find a way to make it happen without a second thought," said 


Tommy. "You'd be surprised what you can do." 


Reb didn't doubt it. John Roth somehow managed to stay connected to an insane amount of groups at a time, 
so long as he was needed, and he loved everyone in all of them enough to wear himself down if that was what 
it took to manage all the schedules at once. Tommy, for his biking obsession, would make time to ride, even on 


challenging stretches when he was tired, so long as the weather made it safe to do so. 


Reb had managed to call Kip multiple times around the schedule and tell him everything about how he was 
adjusting to touring life in Whitesnake, and how the shows were going. 


"So, how are you all doing for the time being, until getting back into the music together is something you all 


are able to do?" Tommy asked. 


"We call each other roughly once a week. Even on the road. If | tell him the itinerary, he'll keep track of where | 
am and when I'll be able to call around time zones." 


"Hey, that's pretty good." Tommy's eyes lit up. "Seriously, most of us don't manage to call home that often, for 


as hard as we try" 


"There is less free time to work around than I had when | was still in Dokken," Reb admitted. "Though 
nowadays, we can call each other without it being so emotional" Reb rolled his eyes at himself, and all the past 
times he'd had to factor in how long it would take to settle down after the phone call itself into judging if he 


had time. "Which makes it easier. And a lot more fun" 


Tommy smiled understandingly. "I'd probably say the same, but that is a lot. l'm happy for you guys -l really 
hope everything keeps working out for you. | hope you and Kip get some more time with each other soon, even 
though | know you all love each other, and you make what you have count. I'll be rooting for you all, when 
things get back in motion" 


"l'Il keep you and David posted," Reb decided, knowing then that he would be staying in Whitesnake, even when 
Winger did reform -and he would indeed find a way to work around being in both. 


Even if they definitely seemed to have the wrong idea of what kind of relationship he and Kip had with each 
other. 


He felt comfortable enough with Tommy that he could have possibly tried to break it to him then, without too 
many nerves. However, he decided not to. Tommy was kind, and Reb didn't want to embarrass him so soon 


after their conversation, and all the touching things he'd said. 


He hadn't thought of a good way to bring it up to Kip, either, three months and multiple phone calls later, 
when the tour hit a break, and Whitesnake went back to spend more time in the studio. 


This time, not just to rehearse for a few changes to the setlist for the next leg, but to see what happened 


when everyone sat in and jammed together. 


David had said he wasn't planning to make a record for awhile, but was willing to see how everyone in his 
current lineup did when they were unleashed together, as part of his decision on how soon he might consider 


seeking a new record deal. 


Not knowing how extensive a role some of his bandmates had in writing for their previous groups, Reb hung 


back from proliferating a hundred riffs at once, to give everyone else a chance. 


Or, at least he tried. When it came to trading riffs and licks with Doug in improv jams, he'd still end up doing 
something different with each tradeoff, and have played ten different riffs in five minutes." 


Timothy was the reserved member of the band, who looked for as much free time as possible to pursue his 


hobbies around the music, but even he chimed in with his support for Reb. 

| know you're notorious for coming up with a ton of riffs -| think you should play all you've got, and we 
should decide which ones we would want to add to and build up. That's how you said you used to do it with Kip, 
right?" 


If we didn't, I'd forget how most of them went," Reb admitted. "I had to figure out how to keep track of the 


good ones in Dokken, and tweak them so that they worked for what some of them wanted." 


"We're all gonna help each other come to what's right if we write or record anything, Tommy chimed in. "No 


bending to what only on person wants every time. As long as it's in David's vocal range, we'll all make it work" 


"We can't promise it'll be like writing in Winger was," Timothy warned, "but we're definitely not gonna treat you 


in any way that would have Kip mad with us." 
"Perish the thought!" Reb couldn't help but joke then, despite clear misunderstanding, because as hard as it 
was to make Kip truly angry, he wasn't sure he wanted to know what would happen if they really did make him 


upset for that reason 


“Alright, come on now, man," Marco groaned. "We're not stupid enough to knowingly piss off anyone's significant 


other!" 


Reb blushed, but luckily, Doug must have sensed as much, because he played back a riff that Reb had played 
earlier, and asked if they could focus on it, because he liked how it could fit with an idea it had. 


"Are you sure? If you had something else already you knew, | don't want to step on anyone's toes-" 
"I think | like it better. We can try it and see." 


Timothy struck a few chords on the keyboard in the same pattern, complimentary to the riffs chord 


inversion 
"How's this go with it?" 

Reb and Doug tried it along with him. 
Less reverb, or less delay?" asked Doug. 


"I think delay," said Reb, thinking the delay of the keyboard line overdid the echo effect and muted the rest of 


the riff. 
"Then we'll try that, first," Doug decided. "Timothy?" 


They tried it again, and all agreed it sounded perfect for something to turn into a song in the future, unaware 


that David was watching through the control room window, enjoying every moment of what he saw. 


After awhile, during a break, David finally entered, and asked each of them how they were feeling about 


working with each other in a studio environment. 
"Reb?" David asked, after talking with Marco and Tommy. 


"I'm liking it so far," he replied. "On the road, everything's great. Here, | think everyone seems to be hearing 
each other out and respecting each other's ideas -l'm trying not to step on anyone's toes either, with how 
many riffs | can come up with. | mean, | don't mind if we were to be writing for real, when that time comes, 
and someone else said they don't want to use something | come up with. And everyone else seems to show the 
same respect, so | feel like | could work with everyone here, at least. I'm still a little nervous about some 
things, and | hope no one gets the wrong idea about that, because it is getting better, and | trust everyone. It's 
just a little hard to reprogram, still." 


"That's something we were talking about the other day, discussing how you've been performing in the band so 


far. Tommy and |, with some of our managers." 


Reb felt a flash of heat rise into his cheeks and leave them cold as the blood in his face gathered in them 


before draining out, leaving him white as a sheet as he lowered his gaze. 
"You're doing spectacular," David immediately assured. "Absolutely spectacular." 


From the mid-80s up until 1994, Reb might have internally scoffed and thought that of course he was By the 
mid-40s, he'd have thought the opposite, and would have been certain David was lying to him out of pity, being 


the guitarist from the band that received nearly the entire world's scorn. 


Alice had been very patient with his cynical attitude, and having plenty of his own kind encouragement being 
met with angry disbelief. Standing in the shadows of his stage act at least gave him a sense of cover while he 


gained a minimal amount of confidence in his performance again 


Jeff Pilson had been his rock as he got used to people actually noticing him as who he was again onstage. As 
far as touring went, Reb wasn't worried so much anymore, aside from Whitesnake being a much larger act 
than Dokken was, with a wider range of audience to potentially judge him. And after the last few months, that 
had improved, too. He'd always be nervous about getting onstage to some point, but he no longer expected to 


have things thrown at him, and more or less had adjusted to the size of a Whitesnake show's audience. 


But not everything about working in the studio with Dokken had been supportive or pleasant, and standing in 


the studio environment under David's watch for the first time, even with the endless support he'd seen so far, 


Reb still wasn't so sure how safe he was to let his guard down. 


| hope | am doing alright," Reb insisted. "| know sometimes | don't always play what | write the exact way 
everyone else wants it to -and if that does happen, | just want to be told what I'm doing that's not working 
right and what | should do instead, so | can fix it. If that ever happens -let me get this straight now -l'm fine 
being told that, I'm just not okay if l'm yelled at to fix it, and not told in any way what | did wrong so | know 


how to." 


"We don't do that here," David continued, in a tone that promised so, as he turned to keep hold of Reb's 
diverting gaze to Doug, who was nodding his own promise to not let that happen. 


"If there's something that | don't like, Ill tell you what | was thinking of instead." 


"We don't do that here, and it's never anything that will happen here. Even though | imagine you do not yet 


feel you can be sure, at times," David sympathized. 


Reb nodded, internally swearing at himself and his inability to trust himself to speak as tears suddenly pricked 
at his eyes. He'd gotten so much better about it with Jeff -particularly once the demo recording process for 


Erase the Slate firished up. He had hoped he'd left that behind, though apparently, not entirely. 


"And we're going to get you past all that, dear Rebel," David promised, using the affectionate nickname he'd 
taken to addressing Reb by. "That is one thing we all have to do, helping each other in this team. Because 
you're going to be back onstage with Winger someday, and you will be able to enjoy the comeback without too 
much fear to detract from it. Because there will be far better things, Rebel, that you and Kip will have to 
focus on, and those will be what you are able to focus on instead. The two of you deserve to spend your time 
in each other's arms again, and have fun with your bandmates instead of having to make you familiar with 


how a musical family truly should be" 


Reb nodded wordlessly and gazed to the ceiling, inhaling sharply, even as his brow furrowed in confusion at the 


last few words, and what exactly David meant by them. 

"These gentlemen here? They are your brothers, and any who may come in the future will also be; | assure 
you." David flashed his warm smile, and glanced over to the side of the room. "Though, | should warn you to 
watch out for Tommy. He might just run you over with that bicycle of his." 

"David, you make it sound as if I'd try to." Tommy smiled at Reb too, and shook his head. 


“After all the years I've had the privilege of knowing you, | still cannot be certain," David teased, before leaving 


the room, prompting Tommy to follow after him, and leaving Reb for a moment alone to take in everything. 


Doug looked at him incredulously as he came into the room moments later, hesitant in whether or not it was 


wise to ask questions. 


"What happened? Did DC just make you cry?" 
Reb just tossed his hands up in a shrug. 


"For all the right reasons," he finally decided, smiling while blinking away the unshed tears he'd successfully held 
back with far less difficulty in some time, finally knowing he'd found the right place to stay. 


And maybe, David and the others were mistaken, but the more Reb thought of it, it wasn't the first time he'd 
heard it suggested at least jokingly that he and Kip were romantically connected. 


Jeff, Alice, and Paul had always said that Kip was more to Reb than just a friend, when he would talk about 


him, and how surprisingly difficult missing a friend was. He'd perhaps heavily grieved too, in their time apart. 
They were definitely right. As for the romantic part, maybe they'd discover it in time, if it was true. 
Kip called him that night, asking him how his first time in the studio with Whitesnake was going. 


"Hey, Kip, remember the time our producers used to joke that marrying one of us was like marrying us both?" 


Reb asked, after sharing his thoughts on how supportive everyone seemed to be of each other. 
If there was any way to jump into breaking that part of it, it was connection to old times. 

Kip chuckled, his low, monotone laugh that still somehow sounded melodic. 

| almost forgot about that -wow, how could |?" 

Reb cracked a grin against the phone speaker 


"Well, about that, there's something funny here | gotta tell you about.” 


